Storm of Thunder

They are things we carry with us, in ourselves, or in our hearts.
You can hear Mozart or Paganini in the space of a pomander. We
have had the whole of ocean in a painted sea shell. We saw an
armada emperilled, in the 'Bucintoro^ as it fled from the lagoon.
There is so much, and so little, in imagination. Still, there is no
sound. Nothing has happened, yet. The 'Bucintoro is but a golden
light, a far-off burning, at low distance, as if above the waters.
That white building upon an island is as though petrified in inky
blackness. Dip your hand into the lagoon and feel how warm it is;
hot, but with a chill in it that strikes the wrist. It will be cold when
the storm has done. Already it is cooler. Maybe the thunder will
pass by. But that breath of air is but the wind before the storm.
Here comes the wind. It passes over us, ruffling the wide waters.
And again it is still. In what quarter will the lightning strike? The
clouds are like torn hair, torn rags, the torn ends of winding
sheets. The air is livid, leaden, black with gall and thunder. A livid
moment more.

And, suddenly, the white hot lightning hurls into the world,
the wild beast, the elemental tiger. Its leaping is a dance, the dance
of the cobra or the rattlesnake. It terrifies and exults, even as it
strikes. Immediately, the thunder booms and rattles. Beginning
under earth, as if leaping in the rocky halls and in the lakes of fire,
then ringing, as if the golden bowl, the metal of the earth was its
plaything. This, again, again, as though for an eternity; and then
playing and leaping in the firmament; rattling, rattling, like artil-
lery, and dying down. At once, the lightning strikes again. The
sky is on fire with it; blowing and shuddering like a sheet of white
hot metal. And the thunder shakes and trembles. This is the ob-
stinate sort that plays in one spot, as though caught there; and
then booms right overhead, and passes. After it, an appalling crack,
the hurling of a thunderbolt, the whole world seized and shaken,
but hit in one place, as if metal struck metal, the lash of it heard as
it springs and strikes. The whole lagoon runs with fire, in one
quarter and then another. It flinches, and leaps into incandescence
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